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THE  OLD  MAN  DIES 
Ballade 


I  Yes,  I  believe  the  world's  a  stage. 

Great  Shakespeare  said  so,  long  ago  : 
Where  women  smirk,  and  men  may  rage. 

As  on  the  boards  -  their  craft  they  show. 
When  from  the  house,  filled  row  by  row. 

The  cheers  have  burst  from  grinning  jaws. 
Back  to  the  rear  I've  shuffled  slow, 

I've  played  my  part  without  applause. 

II  The  greatest  scene  's  a  gorgeous  cage 

Where  bright  plummed  birds  strut  to  and  fro. 
Where  compliments  may  half  assuage 

The  wounded  pride  that  smarts  below. 

Yea,  then  when  dainty  hands  may  throw 

Sweet  flowers  before  a  crow  who  caws , 

You  think  no  bitterness  and  know  : 

I've  played  my  part  without  applause. 

III  How  hard  It  Is  to  disguise 

The  tinsel  from  the  real  gold  's  glow; 

I've  learned  from  life's  dramatic  page. 

True  acting  from  the  false  to  know. 

Now  tottering  from  the  scene  to  go. 

My  art  still  pure  from  tawdry  flaws; 

No  antic  tries  to  catch  them,  -  no,  - 

I've  played  my  part  without  applause 

Envoi 

Great  Prompter,  -  God  or  merely  Rage, 

Whose  Arts  are  ages  without  pause. 

I've  earned  no  more  than  just  my  wage  - 

I've  played  my  part  without  applause. 


Clarence  Stratton 

On  board  the  good  ship  'Haverford',  August  1909. 


